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LORD ROSLIN's MEOH LR. 


* 4 of R oflin's x; 
W aiks through the wood her lane, 


ang by came Captain Wedderburn,” e 


Adervant to the king, 9 
He ſaid unto hi {ecrvant man, 
Were i not ag inſt the law. 
would rake her to my own bed 
And lay her next the wa. 
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Fm walking hete alanc fl 0's: he, es 


And you N. have drums and regipers, , 5 5 
Alwars at your:command, | 
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And fifty meu to grard you with, 
That well their Swords can a 
And we'll baith lie in ae bed. 
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Amang my Fathers trets, . 
And you may et me walk dae; = 
K. nd fr naw if you plerſe: = 18 8 
The ſupper bell it will be run =p a | 
And In be mits d you knows f 
So 1 will nat Me in your becher 3 
1 vom al Hock Nor wa 5 5 f 4 2 L 
8 * 3 | 7 7 f 
e dE +: 
I pray gend me you: 1 Fo fo + $a 
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Neither at ſtock nor wa“. 


. 
fold tay from me kind ſir | 
I pray let go my. hand r 
The ſupper bell it will be rung, _ 
No longer will I fland, 
My father he'll no ſupper rake, 


It I be miſs'd you know, 
So [I'll not lie into your bed, 
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Then ſaid rhe pretty. lady, 


I pray tell me your name, 


My name is captain wedderburn, 1 
A ſervant ro the king. 
Tho? thy father and his men were here, 

Of him 1'd not ſtand. in aw! 

Bur wou'd take thee into my bed, 

And lay the next the wa”. 
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He ligh ted off bis milk-white 1000 
And ſet his lady on, 
And held her by: the Wilk White hand, 
Even as they rode along 9 
He held her by the middle fo | jimp, _ 
For fear that the ſhou'd fa', 
So I'll take en to my own bed, 3 
W thee next the wa, Y WA 


He took to his lodging houſe, 
His L. andlady look been 
Since many pretty Ladies, : 


Is 
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In Edinburgh Tveſcen; _ 
Bur ſucn a pretty face as t. ine 
In it 1 never ſaw 
Go make her up a down bed, 
And lay her next the wa?. 


Hold away from: me kind fir, 
I pray you let me be 
For I wi!} not go to your bed 
Till you dreſs me diſhes three; 


Diſhes three you muſt do to me 


If I hou'd eat them à 
Before that 1 lie in your bed 
Either at ſtock or wa. 


O 1 muſt have to my ſupper 
A Cherry withour a ftone 
And I muſt have to my ſupper 
A n a bone 
And | muſt have to my ſup} 
A bird without a ga” 1 ere 


Either at Rock or wa 


Before that I lie in your bed, 
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I ama fure it has no ſtone, 


And when the Chicken's in the ſhell, 


I'm ſure it has no bone 8 
The dove it is a gentle bird 
It flies without a ga 


And we's lie baith within ac hed 
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When the Cherry is in the Bloom, 
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And thou's lie next the wo. 


Hold away from me kind ar e 


| pray you give me o t 

For Iwill not go till your bed, 

Till you anſwer me queſtions' four; 
Queitions four you mutt tell me, 


And that is twa and iwa - ; 18 3531 


Or I will not lie in your bed 


Neither at ſtock or W. 


You muſt get me ſome winter fruit 
That in December grew, f N 


ind | muſt have a-alk mantle, 
That wraft was ne*er ca'd throw, 


Vat birds fings beſt and Woods buds gr, : 


That dye doth on them fa, 
Ard then I'll lie into your bed, 
Either at Hoek or wa . 


My cher has, ſome winter - fruit 
I That in December grew; © - | 

My mother has a fk mantle F 
hat wraft was ne'er ca'd throw, 
The cook croys fi it, Q der buds erſ 
he due doth on th m fa, 

So weil baith lie in ac bed, 

And thog's lie next the we. 


Hold away from me kind fir, 


© And 
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And do not me per plex, 

Fior I'll not lie into dur bed 
Till you anſwer me queſtons ſix; 
Queſtons fix you muſt tell me 
And that is four and twa 

Before that I lie into your bed, 
Either at ſtock or wa'. 


W hat is greener then the grifs; 
What's higher then the trecs, 


And what is worſe than woman's voice, 


What's deeper then the ſeas; 

A ſparrows horn a prieſt unborn, 
This night ta join us twa 

Before 1 lie into your bed, 
Either at ſtock or wa'. 


Death is greener then the greſs, 
Sky is higher then the trees 
The devils worſe then womans voice, 
Hell's deeper than the ſeas, _ 
A ſparrow's horn you may well ger, 
There's one on-ilka pa,. 
And two upon the gab of it, 

And you ſhall have them a. 


The prieſt he's ſtanding at the door, 


88 ready to come in = 
No man can fay that he was born, 
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No man with out a . 


hole cut in his mothet's ſidle 2d 
He from the fame did fas... Lapin g! 
So we will both lie in ae bed, 4 3 WO%- 9H 
And thou's lie next the Wwa'. £07 
DE £7 oY Bec 4 24 vine ve 
O little did the lady chi 
That morning when he mie, ba 117 
That ic was to be the laſt night "> vim 4 
Ot her maiden days ; 5 
But there js not in the king's realm 
o be found a blyther twa, 


ind now they both lic in one bv. To 5 Frag 
Ind ſhe lies next the wa. 
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The Mirx- Mam, 


and SQUIRE. 
Oming Homewith my pails the young Squire 


[ mer, 


de ſays, Polly, love ſer down thy Pails, 
ve long been a Kiſs or two in thy Debt, ; 
7 thee thou muſt not * ales, ws 
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firove t to get up, bac * ill. dt me «down 1 
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Ideg' d to go heme with my Balls, 1 
He vow'd to ſuch a Pitch, his Paſſion was growl 
He wou'd wed me, but I muſt not tell Tales 

So gently be woe d, ſo warmly. ha preſs'd, 
So little | thought of my Pail z 

Till beyond Ex pectation,. 1 found him poſſeſs'd, 
Of my Hear t, But I muſt not tell Tales, 


nue ſolemnly ſwore be d male me bis Wife, 
And caſe me in Carriage of Pailsy'/ 
But why, if he dont, as lure as Muſſel's got Life 
If I'm ſilent, there's ont will tell tales. 
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